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INTRODUCTION. 


“ The liy is lovely as when it slept 
On the waters of Eden’s lake, 

The woodbine breathes sweetly as when it crept 
In Eden from brake to brake. 

They were left as proof of the loveliness 
Of Adam and Eve’s first home ; 

They are here as a type of the joys that bless 
The first in the world to come — 

The bright, bright flowers ! 

When we observe children rambling over the 
meadows picking the daisies that are thickly 
strewed around them, or running to the hedge 
banks to pluck the pale primrose from its retreat, 
and peeping with curious eyes for the sweet violet, 
we may well enjoy the sight ; for is it not charm- 
ing to think that the pleasure derived from such 
sweet wild flowers is not confined to the wealthy, 
but spread open to the youngest and poorest of 
mankind — they are the patrimony of man : the 
woodland and the meadow — the mountain and 
valley graciously present him with their rich 
offerings. If birds are the poor man’s music, 
surely flowers are the poor man’s poetry. For 
him they are scattered over the bosom of the 
earth — bordering the foot-paths — adorning the 
hedge-rows of the lonely lane — smiling upon him 
in the shady wood — and in sweet clusters bedeck- 
ing the meadow-banks. Each situation has its 
peculiar flower — the moist meadow aid the moun- 
tain-top — the sunny bank and the shady grove — 
the river bank — the rivulet — the dingle,— each 
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send forth their floral ornaments. January has 
its snowdrops and July its roses, — February its 
crocuses and August flowers of every hue, and in 
the coldest weather the furze and magereow shoot 
forth their lovely blossoms. 

From the rich inhabitant of a palace, who sur- 
veys her brilliant pleasure grounds and rich con - 
servatory, where the fairest exotics are displayed, 
to the poor cottager, whose humble nursery of 
flowers forms her chief enjoyment; or the still 
more impoverished being, who, amidst the smoky 
atmosphere of a town, cherishes a single geranium, 
towards which, as a faint memorial of nature’s 
beauties, she often casts a look of complacency — 
in every portion of the descending scale of society, 
as well as in the different stages of life, from the 
child who catches with animated eagerness the 
first bright flower placed within his reach, to the 
grandsire, who tranquilly paces his garden paths, 
and views the unfolding blossoms of spring, and 
describes their names and properties to the band 
of children that follow his footsteps and gam- 
bol around him, as he comments with joyous 
feelings upon the beauties and varieties of the 
sweet flowers that encompas them. — In the dif- 
ferent conditions of health and disease, when the 
field, the grove, the lawn, are sought by the jov- 
ous and the gay ; or when the single bouquet of 
flowers is placed near the bed of sickness, and 
lights up a smile of pleasure in the languid eyes 


